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Farmer  Howard, Veteran  of  1813. 

Mart  Howard, Afterward  Corpcral  to  Co.  "  D."  Eeg't. 
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Johnny  Howard, Drummer  Boy, 
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Tom  Elliott, Afterward  Sergeant,  Co.  "D."  Reg't. 

Major  Rutledge,  . .  Resident  of  Kentucky,  afterward  member  C.  S.  A. 

Frank  Rutledge, His  son,         "  "  " 

Fattie  Smith, Afterward  Corporal  Co.  "  D."  Reg't. 

Will  Smith, Private,  "  " 

Uncle  Joe, Servant  of  Major  Rutledge. 

Colonel  Robinson, Commanding  Reg't. 

Bugler  to  Regiment. 

Captain, Commanding  Co.  "  A."    Reg't. 

Captain, "  "  C." 

Captain, "  "  D." 

Major  General, Commanding  Union  Forces. 

Chief  op  Staff. 
A.  A.  General. 

Commodore, Commanding  Union  Fleet. 

Chief  of  Staff. 

Officer  of  Day. 

Spy. 

New  Prisoner. 

CONFEDERATES. 

Lieutenant-General  Johnson.        Major-General  Cheatham. 
Chief  of  Staff.  Chief  of  Staff, 

Lieutenant  and  A.  D.  C.  to  General  Beauregard. 
Captains  commanding  "G.  and  H.  Cos." 


LADY   CHARACTERS. 

Old  Mrs.  Howard.  Mrs.  Elliott. 

Mrs.  Mart  Howard.  Mrs.  Rutledge. 

Miss  Jennie  Howard.  Goddess  of  Liberty. 

Accessions  to  Tableaux   and  Lady   Citizens,    Sisters   of  Charity, 
Orderlies,  Troops,  Gunboat  Crew  and  Marines,  by  members  of  G.  A.  R. 


COSTUME. 


Farmer  Howard. — let :  Neat  liome  suit.    2d  :  Plain.    3d  :  Dark. 

Martin  H.— 1st :  Home  suit.  2d :  Corporal  U.  S.  Volunteers.  3d  : 
Confederate  Citizen.  4tli :  Same  as  2d.  5tli :  Old  ragged  suit 
and  blanket.     6tli :  Uniform  First  Lieutenant,  Staff,  U.  S.  A. 

Harry  H. — 1st :  Farm  hand.  2d :  Sergeant  U.  S.  Volunteers.  3d  : 
First  Lieutenant  U.  S.  A. 

Johnny  H. — 1st:  Plain  home  suit.  2d:  Drummer  Boy.  3d:  Old 
rags. 

Farmer  Elliott. — 1st :  Plain  home  suit.     2d  :  Change  at  will. 

Tom  Elliott. — 1st :  Farm  hand.  2d :  Orderly  Sergeant  U.  S.  Vol- 
unteers.    3d  :  Old  rags.     4th  :  First  Lieutenant  U,  S.  A. 

Fattie  Smith. — 1st :  Farm  hand.    2d :  Corporal  U.  S.  Volunteers. 

Will  Smith. — 1st :  Farm  hand.  2d :  Private  U.  S.  Volunteers.  3d  : 
Andersonville  rags. 

Major  Rutledge. — 1st:  Undress  U.  S.  uniform.  2d:  Lieutenant- 
Colonel  C.  S.  A. 

Frank  Rutledge. — 1st :  Gentleman  dress  suit.  2d :  Sergeant  C. 
S.  A. 

Uncle  Joe. — 1st :  Servant.  2d :  Old  army  clothing.  3d :  C,  S.  A. 
4th  :  Neat  home  suit. 

Officers  and  Soldiers. — After  regulations  of  both  armies. 

Old  Mrs.  Howard. — 1st :  Neat  home  dress.  2d :  Change  at  will. 
3d :  Deep  mourning. 

Mrs.  M.  Howard. — 1st :  Neat  home  suit.  2d :  Change  at  will.  3d  : 
Deep  mourning. 

Jennie  H. — 1st :  Neat  home  dress.  2d :  Change  at  will.  3d  :  Deep 
mourning. 

Mrs.  Elliott. — 1st :  Neat  home  dress.    2d  :  Change  at  will. 

Mrs.  Major  Rutledge. — Beautiful  breakfast  toilet. 

Goddess  of  Liberty,  Sisters  of  Charity  and  Ladies,  after  the  costumes 
prescribed. 
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[3]  SCENE     FIRST. 

Home  of  Farmer  Howard  in  the  country.  Stair  door  L.  H.  TaUe, 
chairs,  and  cradle.  Farmer  H.,  Harry  H.,  Johnny  H„  Old  Mrs. 
H.,  Mrs.  Mart  H,  Miss  Jennie  H,  and  Old  Uncle  Joe.  {Discovered.) 

Harry  H — Father,  I  can't  finish  the  upper  field  to-day.  Old  Doll 
ran  off  last  night  and  broke  these  tugs.  I  have  sent  Mart  to  town 
for  some  new  chains. 

Farmer  H. — How  long  has  he  been  gone  ?  I  wanted  to  tell  him 
not  to  forget  my  paper.     I  can  hardly  wait  for  the  news  now. 

Harry  H. — He  went  early  and  took  Doll. 

Johnny  H. — And  I  guess  she  was  running  off"  again  ;  for  she  went 
down  the  lane  like  thunder, 

Jennie  H. — Hush !  Johnny ;  don't  talk  that  way.  Mother,  shall 
we  call  Major  Rutledge  again,  for  we  must  not  let  him  miss  the  train 
this  morning? 

Old  Mrs.  H — Yes,  Uncle  Joe,  please  call  your  master  and  mis- 
tress, and  tell  them  that  breakfast  is  ready.  Father,  I  wish  that  you 
would  not  discuss  these  wild  issues  of  the  day  with  Major  Rutledge, 
for  you  know  that  he  is  as  radical  in  his  zeal  for  the  South  as  you  are 
partial  to  the  party  interests  of  the  North. 

Farmer  H. — That  is  all  well  enough,  mother.  But  you  must  re- 
member that  the  Major  and  myself  were  old  schoolmates,  and  if  we 
do  get  a  little  heated  in  conversation,  we  are  none  the  less  fast  friends. 
Uncle  Joe,  go,  call  your  master  and  mistress,  and  if  Master  Frank  is 
not  up,  tell  him  to  stir  himself,  or  Mart  will  return  from  town  before 
he  is  out  of  bed, 

Johnny  H. — If  he  is  so  lazy  just  let  him  alone  ;  he  don't  deserve 
a  bit  of  breakfast,  and  I  will  not  let  Uncle  Joe  carry  him  a  single  bite. 


Uncle  Joe. — Couldn't  think  of  doin'  dat,  Massa  Jolinny  ;  lie'd  kill 
me  den,  sure,  {Exit  Uncle  Joe.) 

Old  Mrs.  H. — Jolinny,  I  think  you  are  getting  to  be  a  very  wild 
boy. 

Farmer  H. — Harry,  I  think  we  will  put  corn  and  not  oats  in  that 
field. 

Harry  H. — Just  as  you  say,  father. 

Old  Mrs.  H. — That  reminds  me  that  Johnny  has  been  feeding  the 
seed  corn  to  the  chickens  and  colt  for  the  last  month. 

Farmer  H. — My  eyes !  What  do  I  hear,  boy  ?  If  this  nonsense  of 
yours  continues  I  shall  do  what  I  can  hardly  think  of — whip  you 
soundly,  you  young  rascal ! 

Mrs.  Mart  B. — Johnny,   place  the  chairs,  and  see  if  Major  Rut- 
ledge  is  coming.     Harry,  get  ready  for  breakfast. 
{Enter  Uncle  Joe) 

Uncle  Joe. — Neber  min',  Massa  Johnny,  Major  Rutledge  am  comin' 
down  now,  an'  he  am  mighty  hungry,  sure.  Massa  Frank  am  jus' 
more'n  mad,  'case  you  didn't  gib  him  ole  Doll  last  night  for  to  go  to 
town, 

Johnny  IT.— That  was  Mart's  doings,  and  I  am  glad  of  it,  for  she 
would  have  broken  his  neck. 

Uncle  Joe. — You  all  don't  know  Massa  Frank  well  as  I  do.  If  dere 
is  any  breakin'  to  be  don',  he  conies  in  for  his  share. 

{Enter  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Rutledge,  loitJi  Frank,  from  stairway) 

Major  Rutledge. — Good  morning,  friends.  Ah!  Howard,  you, 
country  people  are  up  before  we  city  folks  are  asleep.  Mrs.  R.  says 
she  has  not  slept  a  wink. 

3£rs.  Major  R. — Now,  Major,  come,  no  fibs.  I  only  said  that  a 
little  sleep  would  have  been  acceptable. 

Farmer  M- — Yes,  yes ;  but  I  dare  say  you  have  not  lost  your  ap- 
petite. 

Frank  R. — No,  not  at  all ;  trust  mother  for  that.  Dou  you  remem- 
ber, father,  when  we  were  at  Huntsville  ?  Mother  went  there  for  her 
health,  I  believe —  {Take  seats  at  the  table) 

Mrs.  Major  R. — No,  nothing  of  the  kind.  I  was  not  an  invalid  at 
that  time,  Mrs.  Howard ;  but,  as  Frank  was  saying'-^ 

Frank  R. — ^^She  had  the  most  wonderful  appetite  in  the  world. 
To  my  certain  knowledge,  for  breakfast  she  ate  two  birds,  and  the 
amount  of  bread — 

Major  R. — Hush,  you  ungrateful  boy !  you  are  talking  of  your 
mother !  and  you  are  not  at  present  in  conversation  with  the  wild 
classmates  of  your  college. 

Farmer  H. — Now,  Mrs,  R.,  what  will  yoi;  have ;  a  wing  or  a  bit 
of  the  breast  ? 


Mrs.  Major  B. — No ;  please  help  me  to  a  leg,  and  I  don't  care  if 
yon  help  me  to  a  small  quantity  of  dressing,  and,  if  convenient,  add 
the  wing. 

Uncle  Joe. — I  tell  you,  Massa  Harry,  dat  ole  lady  hab  got  most 
powerful  way  of  bein'  sick,  and  she  jus'  more'n  eats.  About  that 
time  I  hab  to  look  mighty  sharp  to  wait  on  her,  sure. 

Johnny  IT. — Say,  Jennie,  if  Mrs.  R.  is  so  sick  at  times,  I  think  it 
no  wonder  at  all.  Uncle  Joe  says  that  she  has  two  servants  that  have 
to  wait  on  her,  and  do  nothing  else. 

Jennie  II — Nonsense,  Johnny  ! 

Johnny  H. — If  you  don't  bel' eve  it,  I  will  ask  him.  Uncle  Joe, 
didn't  you  tell  me  so  yesterday  ?  {Catching  hold  of  Uncle  Joe^  who 
lets  a  cup  and  saucer  fall  in  the  lap  of  Mrs.  Major  JEt.) 

Mrs.  Major  R — Uncle  Joe,  what  are  you  doing?  You  careless. 
good  for  nothing — 

Major  R. — How  dare  joxi,  sir  ? 

Farmer  H. — Jennie,  here,  help  Mrs.  R.  Johnny,  you  young 
scoundrel !  you  are  to  blame.  How  dare  you  ?  Be  careful  of  your- 
self, my  lad  !  ( Whip  outside,  Mart's  wice,  L.  1  E.) 

Jennie  II. — Mattie,  there  is  Matt  at  the  gate.  Johnny,  go,  help 
bring  in  the  things.  {Exit  Johnny.) 

Farmer  H. — The  young  rascal !  Just  what  I  was  at  his  age.  Ha  ! 
ha  1  lia  !  ha!  {Enter  Mart  and  Johnny,  with  basket,  L.  1  E.) 

Mart  H. — Good  morning,  Major.  Father,  here  is  your  p?iper. 
Harry,  here  are  your  chains.  Heavy  ;  and  that  is  what  is  needed,  for 
Doll  is  getting  perfectly  outrageous.  Johnny,  I  blame  you  for  that. 
I  want  you  to  keep  away  from  the  horses.  I  shall  break  Doll's  neck, 
or  she  will  mine.  Mattie,  here  is  a  bundle  for  you.  How's  the  baby  ? 
{Goes  to  the  cradle.)    Bless  her  little  soul,  she  is  just  like  her  mother. 

Old  Mrs.  H. — Now,  father,  vead  us  the  news. 

Harry  ^.—Father,  Tom  Elliott  was  over  here  this  morning  and 
wanted  to  borrow  our  plow.  I  gave  him  the  little  one.  Was  that 
right  ?     If  I  plow  the  upper  field  I  need  the  large  one. 

Mart  H — I  met  the  Smith  boys  this  morning,  and  told  them  to 
come  over  and  help  sow  wheat  next  week  ;  we  are  to  help  in  return. 
What  do  you  say,  father? 

Farmer  H.,  excited. — If  they  dare  do  it,  we  will  whip  them  within 
an  inch  of  their  lives,  the  scoundrels ! 

Mart  ^.— What !  whip  the  Smith  boys? 

Farmer  II. — No!  no!  stuff,  nonsense!  Why,  the  scoundrels  at 
Charleston,  South  Carolina,  have  threatened  that  if  Major  Anderson 
at  Fort  Sumter  is  reenforced,  they  will  fight!  By  the  soul  of  Andrew 
Jackson,  but  that  is  good  !  That  smacks  of  nullification  and  Calhoun  ! 

Mart  H. — They  won't  do  it ;  they  know  better.  Besides,  if  they 
will  fight,  we  of  the  North  can  fight  too. 


Frank  R. — Martin  Howard,  don't  mistake  the  position  ;  they  will 
figlit  and  contest  the  Abolitionists  of  the  North  until  the  last  man 
of  the  sunny  South  has  fallen  in  defense  of  its  beloved  institutions. 

Major  B. — Spoken  like  my  own  boy,  Frank  ;  and,  although  I  op 
pose  these  ultra  partizans,  I  still  maintain  we  have  been  driven  to  al 
most  open  resistance. 

Farmer  H. — Now,  come.  Major,  don't  let  us  begin  again  ;  of  course, 
we  see  these  things  from  different  stand-points.  I  have  no  heart  tor 
war  ;  but  you,  of  course,  will  not  be  so  base  as  to  forget  that  you  have 
been  educated  and  commissioned  by  the  United  States  Government ; 
and,  in  case  of  the  open  revolt  you  mentioned  yesterday,  your  honor 
and  soldier's  worth  would  forbid  such  traitor-like  conduct  as  a  de- 
sertion from  our  National  ranks. 

Major  B. — Farmer  Howard,  judging  from  the  past,  what  have  our 
people  of  the  South  to  expect  ?  You  have  at  last  brought  on  the 
issue  by  the  election  of  a  sectional  President,  and  if  we  submit  to  his 
diction  we  will  be  but  the  slaves  of  a  political  despotism.  All  we  ask 
is  that  you  of  the  North  will  let  us  alone. 

Harry  H — Things  at  Washington  look  badly  just  now — it  was  by 
mere  nip  and  tuck  that  President  Lincoln  was  allowed  to  take  his 
seat — appearances  indicate  that  affairs  may  be  worse. 

Farmer  H.,  rising. — Yes,  that  they  do,  my  boy.  I  remember  in 
1812,  I  was  then  like  you,  Harry,  young  but  active,  and  when  the 
British  came  up  for  our  cotton  bales,  I  remember  how  our  Yankee 
lads  fought  them  long  and  well.  As  a  nation  we  were  then  weak  ; 
but  now,  if  united,  we-  can  whip  the  world.  If  we  had  but  the  spirit 
of  Andrew  Jackson,  instead  of  our  previous  imbecile  administration, 
should  the  traitorous  villains  dare  to  do  it,  by  the  Eternal,  we  would 
hang  them  higher  than  Haman  !  Johnny,  lad,  get  me  my  old  sword. 
This,  lads,  is  a  relic  of  by -gone  days  ;  I  have  wielded  this  often  and 
with  good  effect.  Every  spot  of  rust  is  doubly  hallowed;  they  are 
the  imprints  of  its  baptism  in  the  cau<«e  of  our  National  Liberty ! 

Old  Mrs.  H. — Father,  sit  down ;  you  are  excited.  Major,  please 
let  us  talk  of  something  else. 

Farmer  H. — Major,  I  tell  you  plainly,  that  our  only  hope  is  in  the 
perpetuation  of  our  Union.  A  division  or  secessicm,  call  it  by  what 
name  you  will,  is  disastrous,  and  will  end  in  the  defeat  and  humilia- 
tion of  the  rash  hand  that  supports  it. 

Frank  B. — Farmer  Howard,  I  may  as  well  tell  you  the  truth  at 
once  ;  South  Carolina,  our  noble  South  Carolina,  has  led  the  van ; 
Mississippi,  Louisiana,  Alabama,  Tennesse,  will  follow  in  her  foot- 
steps, and  my  State,  proud  Kentucky,  will  not  be  last  in  the  call  for 
our  protection.  I  know  we  are  divided,  but  our  voice  is  only  with- 
held to  await  the  overt  treason  of  your  Abolition  representative  at 
Washington. 

Mart  H. — Frank  Rutledge,  I  am  shocked  at  your  announcement, 
and  the  spirit  of  wild  ambition  that  is  advanced  in  your  argument. 
Let  me  warn  you.     I  know  the  generous  impulses  of  the  Southern 
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people.  I  am  not  misinformed  as  to  the  spirit  of  antagonism  that 
pervades  them  when  opposed.  If  in  their  rash  conduct  they  imperil 
our  Government,  let  them  shudder  at  the  ghost  that  will  haunt  them 
as  the  Union  raises  once  more,  Phoenix-like  from  its  ashes. 

Harry  H. — Mart,  you  are  right,  Frank,  do  not  in  the  name  of  our 
past  friendship,  let  me  hear  such  words  from  your  lips  again  ;  give  me 
your  hand,  and  promise  that  if  others  in  their  folly  attempt  the 
destruction  of  our  glorious  Government,  you  at  least  will  reserve  your 
strength  to  defend  it. 

Frank  R. — No  !  Harry  Howard,  never ! 

Farmer  H. — Major,  when  I  look  back  to  our  younger  days,  I  can 
but  remember  how  fast  and  firm  our  friendship  has  been,  I  am 
devoted  to  my  friends  and  love  my  family,  but  higher  than  all  I 
esteem  my  country  and  its  flag.  Sir,  I  love  my  boys,  but  if  one  of 
them  was  to  utter  in  my  presence  the  treason  openly  avowed  by  that 
bantling  of  secession,  I  would  smite  him  down,  and  pray  Heaven  he 
never  might  rise  again.  I  now  demand  that  your  son  quit  my  roof  at 
once  and  forever.  No  treason  shall  have  my  sanction,  nor  will  I 
permit  the  plant  to  flourish  in  my  household. 

Major  R. — Enough.  I  regret  this  for  the  memory  of  past  days  j 
but  we  will  go,  Joe,  you  rascal,  bundle  up  our  trunks  and  baggage 
at  once  !  do  you  hear  ? 

Uncle  Joe. — Yes  sah !  My  gracious,  Massa  Mart  an'  Harry.  I 
knew  t'ings  was  comin'  to  de  focus  round  here  'fore  long,  sarten. 
When  old  Massa  Rutledge  git  him  mad  up,  den  trouble  ain't  slow 
comin',  you  bet. 

Major  R. — Hold  your  tongue,  you  black  rascal.  {Exit  Uncle  Joe.) 

Old  Mrs.  H. — Major  Rutledge,  let  me  ask  that  you  will  not  be 
rash ;  think  twice  ;  do  not  leave  our  house  in  such  rude  haste, 

Jennie  H. — Major  and  Mrs.  Rutledge,  Frank,  let  me  ask  that  you 
do  not  forget  the  respect  due  my  father's  age,  and  your  own  obliga- 
tion as  his  guests.  We  have  all  been  hasty ;  I  am  sure  father  will 
ask  pardon, 

Harry  H. — No!  Jennie,  never!  I  desire  that  Frank  Rutledge 
cross  this  threshold  never  to  return  until  he  avow  his  wrong,  and 
repeat  his  respect  for  the  Government  he  has  denounced. 

{Enter  Uncle  Joe.) 

Frank  R. — That  I  never  will  do.  Joe,  you  rascal,  bring  all  the 
things  of  ours,  and  follow.     Come,  father,  come. 

Old  Mrs.  H — 0 !  neighbors,  friends,  consider  ! 

Mrs.  Major  R. — Mrs.  Howard,  we  were  warned  long  since  of  your 
Northern  prejudices  ;  and  believe  me.,  it  will  be  some  time  before  you 
have  a  second  chance  to  repeat  this  insult.  Joe,  help  me  to  the  door ; 
bring  my  things  and  follow. 

Uncle  Joe. — O  !  missie,  don't ;  dis  is  awful ;  dis  chile  see  nuflin'  but 
trouble  for  de  nex'  week  to  come,  {Exit  with  Mrs.  R.) 

Major  R.  -  Farmer  Howard,  I  regret — 
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Farmer  H. — Major,  I  am  sorry,  and  we  will  shake  liands. 

Major  R. — No !  not  until  you  recall  your  words  to  Frank,  and 
make  Mart  and  Harry  apologize. 

Harry  H. — That  I  never  will  do,  Major  Rutledge  ! 

Mart  H. — Apologize  to  Frank  Rutledge !  Never  ! 

Frank  R. — And  I  for  one  would  never  accept  it.  Martin  Howard, 
you  and  I  have  been  friends,  fast  and  true ;  that  friendship  is  now 
changed  to  hate,  lasting  and  bitter  hate.  This  day,  my  father  and 
myself  have  been  driven  from  your  door  like  dogs,  simply  because 
we  have  dared  to  maintain  the  rights  of  a  people  that  have  never 
known  a  master.  Now  hear  me  !  Here  do  I  swear  that  I  will  bring 
sorrow  and  misery  to  your  door — make  your  father  bow  his  head  in 
grief,  while  you  shall  deeply  regret  the  day  you  ever  offered  insult  to 
Frank  Rutledge.  We  shall  meet  again,  and  when  we  do  you  shall 
have  sufficient  cause  to  remember  it. 

Mart  H. — I  will  remember  it.  Nothing  but  the  presence  of  my 
mother  and  my  wife  prevents  me  from  dashing  you  to  the  floor  like  a 
dog.     Leave  this  house  ! 

Major  R. — Frank  !  Frank  !  hush !  follow  your  mother,  and  we  will 
return  to  Kentucky  at  once.  {Exit  Major  R.  and  Frank.) 

Old  Mrs.  H. — Father,  this  is  too  bad  ;  what  will  people  say  ? 

Farmer  H. — I  don't  care  what  they  say.         {Knocking  without.) 

Old  Mrs.  H. — Father,  sit  down ;  Johnny,  go  to  the  door. 

{Enter  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Elliott.) 

Farmer  H. — Ho !  ho  !  neighbors,  welcome  ;  come  in  and  sit  down. 
Neighbor  Elliott,  I  have  strange  and  startling  news,  and  it  is  my 
honest  conviction  it  means  war! 

Neighbor  E.  —  l  have  just  come  from  town;  I  heard  the  people 
talking  in  regard  to  certain  acts  that  had  taken  place,  or  were  about 
to  take  place  ;  I  was  so  busy  I  did  not  have  time  to  listen.  By  the 
way.  Farmer  Howard,  what  is  the  latest  news?  I  see  you  have  the 
paper. 

Farmer  H. — {Reads  paper — sound  of  cannon  heo.rd.) 

Johnny  H. — Hip  !  hip !  hurrah  !  That  sounds  like  the  Fourth  of 
July ! 

Ha/rry  H. — That  means  news !  There  is  something  up,  don't  you 
think  so,  father  ? 

Fa,rmeT  H. — Sad,  sad  news,  I  fear. 

Mattie  H. — But  Mart,  you  won't  go  ;  you  surely  won't  go  %  You 
must  not  leave  me ! 

Mart  H. — Dear  wife,  I  don't  know,  but  I  fear  that  I  shall  be  forced 
to  g-o  if  our  country  is  in  danger. 

Jennie  H. — Harry,  you  at  least  will  not  go  ? 

Harry  H — I  do  not  know,  Jennie;  but  should  my  ever-indulgent 
parents  give  their  consent,  I  shall  then  deem  it  my  duty  to  go. 
{Enter  Johnny.) 
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Johnny  H.—Oh !  Martie,  here  comes  tlie  Smith  boys,  and  they  are 
going  to  town  to  enlist.  Mother,  let  me  go  ?  You  will  go,  won't  you 
Mart  ?  and  you  too,  Harry  ?  ' 

Old  Mrs.  R.—Oh !  Johnny,  my  boy,  what  nonsense.  What  could 
you  do  ?    Certainly  not ;  your  father  would  never  consent. 

Farmer  R.—Be  could  do  nothing  but  mischief,  and  get  himself 
into  the  guard-house. 

Johnny  R—Oh !  Martie,  take  me  too.  I  can  drum,  carry  water 
and  steal  hams  from  rebellious  individuals.  ' 

Mart  R— Johnny,  be  quiet ;  go  out  and  hitch  up.  I  shall  go  to 
*o^^'     ^  {Enter  Smith  boys.) 

Fattie  Smith. — Mart,  I  am  off  to  town.  Come,  go,  you  and  Harry 
we  will  at  least  hear  what  is  going  on.  '      ' 

Farmer  R.—Yes,  boys,  and  I  will  go  along.  Come,  stir,  lasses 
and  we  will  all  go,  for  I  am  sure  we  can't  work  to-day, 

Johnny  ^.—Father,  may  I  go  ?    Oh  !  Mart,  I  am  going,  anyway. 

Rarry  R—You  are  a  pest.  I  don't  care  what  you  do.  Go  along 
and  hitch  the  horses  to  the  big  wagon. 

Old  Mrs.  £".— Father,  if  the  boys  have  to  leave  home  how  will  we 
get  the  corn  planted?  You  are  too  feeble  at  times  to  attend  to  field 
work. 

Farmer  R.—We  must  let  time  provide  for  these  things. 

Rarry  ^.—Perhaps  we  could  hire  hands  at  that  time. 

Jemiie  R— Harry,  they  say  war  times  are  hard  times ;  we  must 
save.  Mattie  and  I  will  work  out.  and  plant  the  corn,  too :  wont  we 
Mattie  ?  ' 

.  farmer  -ff".— Neighbor,  here  are  brave  girls,  do  you  hear  ?    We 
will  never  fail  where  our  women  lend  such  willing  hands. 
{Enter  Johnny.) 
Johnny  ^.—Father,  everything  is  ready. 

Farmer  ^.—Neighbors,  stay  and  go  with  us ;  we  can  carry  all 
Mattie,  my  girl,  my  great  coat  and  specs  and  cane:  Jennie  help 
mother  get  ready. 

{Stage  business.— Move  off,  headed  by  the  old  gent.    Martin  returns 
looks  at  baby,  and  exit.    Mrs.  M.  R.  comes,  kneels  at  cradle.     Old 
Mrs.  R.  comes  to  her  side  and  points  upicard.    Scene  closes.  Music, 
Rome,  sweet  Rome  /  ") 

SCENE    SECOND. 

LANDSCAPE. 

{Enter,  Smiths,  Elliott,  Mart  and  Rarry:) 
Mart  J7.— Harry,  I  feel  certain  that  I  shall  enlist,  for  I  am  sure 
the  South  will  never  yield  their  purpose  until  they  know  that  we  at 
the  North  are  really  in  earnest. 
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Harry  H. — It  will  nearly  kill  mother;  and  Mattie,  it  will  be  hard 
for  you  to  leave  her. 

Mart  H. — Harry,  don't  torture  me  now  with  these  things.     Say, 
boys,  are  you  really  serious  ?     Will  you  enlist  ? 
Tom  E. — I  will  for  one. 
Fattie  Smith. — I  will,  sure  as  eggs  are  eggs ! 
Will  Smith. — If  you  all  go,  I  don't  see  how  I  cau  stay  at  home. 

{Enter  B.  H.,  Uncle  Joe.) 
MartH. — Why,   Uncle  Joe,  I  thought  you  had  followed  Major 
Rutledge,   and  would  have  been  off  on  the  train  by  this  time  for 
home. 

Uncle  Joe. — Yes,  Massa  Mart,  but  de  Major  done  told  me  to  get 
all  de  tings  togedder,  an'  come  nex  time,  an'  I  wanted  to  see  you  all, 
an'  tell  you  I  felt  mighty  bad  'bout  de  fus  dis  mornin'.  You  know, 
Massa  Harry,  dat  I  alius  stan'  on  your  side,  for  your  faddf^r  and  mud- 
der  mighty  nice  people,  sure.  You  know  how  my  Massa  Rutledge 
alius  said  you  folks  sprung  from  de  fust  families  of  Varginny.  I 
reckon  he's  'bout  right. 

Tom  E. — Of  course  he's  riglit,  except  in  being  rather  out  of  order 
on  the  questions  of  the  day.  But  I  am  down  on  Frank,  and  if  I  had 
been  Harry  I  would  have  whipped  him  too. 

Will  Smith. — Well,  Uncle  Joe,  if  the  old  Major  is  off,  come,  go 
with  us  to  the  village.     What  do  you  say  ? 

Uncle  Joe. — Well,  if  de  young  Massas  am  willin',  sartin  sure  I'll 
go.  {Fife  cbnd  drum.) 

Mart  H. — Well,  come  on;  there  is  the  fife  and  drum  ;  that  means 
something.    Come  on.  {Exit  all,  B.  H.) 

{Enter  Johuhy,  L.  H.,  running.) 
Johnny  H. — Mart,  say  Harry,  boys,  hold  on  ;  wait  for  me ! 


[4]  SCENE    THIRD. 


Awkward  squad  drill.     Captain  makes  a  speech.     Becruita 
come  in  cheering  and  shouting) 

Captain  D. — Halloo !  here  come  our  country  boys !     Elliotts  and 
Smiths  ;  and,  hurrah !  there  a*e  the  Howard  boys,  Mart  and  Harry. 

Mart  H. — Captain,  how  are  you  ?    Do  you  want  any  recruits  ? 

Captain  i?.— Yes,  step  this  way,     I  would  like  to  fill  my  Company 
with  the  country  boys.     Are  there  many  coming  in  ? 

Tom  E. — Yes,  I  guess  so. 

Will  Smith.— Csiipt3im,  will  you  take  me  ?  {Enter  Johnny.) 

Johnny  S".— Mart,  I  am  nearly  out  of  breath,  you  have  walked  soj 
fast.     What  are  you  going  to  do  ? 
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Mart  H. — Harry,  take  Johnny  and  keep  him  away,  for  awhile  at 
least.     I  don't  want  to  be  bothered. 

Harry  H. — Mart,  don't  enlist  until  father  comes,  at  any  rate. 
There  they  all  come  now.  {Stage  fills  up  with  citizens.) 

Captain  Z>.— This  way,  boys  ;  we  want  all  the  young  men  possible 
to  fill  up  Company  D. 

Farmer  H. — Good  morning,  friends  ;  how  are  you, Captain?  Well, 
this  looks  very  much  like  work.     If  I  was  only  young  now. 

(Japtain  D. — But  you  have  two  fine  boys  there.  They,  no  doubt, 
will  fill  your  place.     They  look  strong  and  healthy. 

Farmer  H. — Come  on,  Mart ;  you  was  ever  my  boy  ;  my  first-born, 
and  God  knows  I  love  you  both.  But  if  you  will  go,  you  have  my 
consent  and  blessing,  and  my  prayers  for  your  safety  while  gone. 

Harry  H. — Oh  !  Mart,  go  talk  to  mother  and  Mattie. 

Mart  H — Mattie,  wife,  your  consent  and  blessing. 

Old  Mrs.  H — My  boys,  there  is  a  special  providence  in  the  fall  of 
a  sparrow ;  will  He  not  guard  and  protect  my  children  ? 
{The  hoys  sign  roll.) 

Farmer  H. — My  brave  boys,  you  have  done  your  duty, 

Johnny  H. — Captain,  say,  please  let  me  go.     I  can  drum. 

Captain  D. — You  are  too  young,  my  boy. 

Johnny  H. — But  just  hear  me  drum.  {Beats  drum) 

Captain  B. — Farmer  Howard,  can  you  spare  this  boy  ?  I  will 
take  good  care  of  him. 

Farmer  H. — His  mother,  not  I,  must  answer  for  him. 

Old  Mrs.  H. — Can  I  not  have  one  left  to  me  ?  Oh !  my  boy !  my 
baby !  the  last  joy  of  my  life  ;  lose  you  too !     What  can  I  say  ? 

Johnny  H. — Mother,  dear,  do  let  me  go ;  I  will  be  with  Mart  and 
Harry. 

Old  Mrs.  H. — Then  be  it  so.  Captain,  to  you  and  Heaven  I  com 
mend  my  dear  boys. 

Captain  B. — Colonel  Robinson  and  his  regiment  are  coming.    My 
company  is  full.     Fall  in  !  fall  in  !  fall  in,  boys. 
{Companies  B,   C,  A  file  F.  B.  and  L.    March  and  counter-march. 

Friends  take  learn  of  hoys.    Ladies  come  and  distribute  flowers. 
m      Troops  move  off  to  the  tune  of  John  Brown.     Tableau.    Falling 

Stars.    Music.    Rapid  curtain.    End  of  Act  I.) 
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^OT    II. 
[4]  S  C  E  N  E      F  I  R  S  T . 

{Time,  night.  Field  near  SMloJi.  Troops  asleep.  Sentinels  on  guard. 
Harry  and  Johnny  asleep,  L.  F.  Mart,  L.  C,  writing  a  letter.) 

Mart  H. — HeaveBS !  this  very  stillness  is  frightful !  How  weary 
they  all  are !  What  a  terrible  march  we  have  had  to-day  ;  and  poor 
Johnny,  how  hard  he  has  tried  to  keep  up,  and  now  he  sleeps.  Dear 
boy,  how  like  mother,  as  he  lies  here  beside  me.  {Beads  from  letter.) 
"  i)o  not  fail.  Mart,  to  watch  over  and  protect  your  younger  brothei. 
He  will  not  have  my  care  to  keep  his  wayward  steps ;  and  youth  is  as 
prodigal  as  a  mother's  love  is  anxious  and  exacting."  Yes,  mother, 
I  v/ill  try  and  obey  all  that  your  dear  letter  asks  of  me.  {Sleeps.^ 
Music,  "Just  before  the  Battle,  Mother."  Tableau,  Home.)  Oh!  where' 
am  I  ?  Asleep !  I  dreamt  of  home,  I  must  fold  up  my  letter  and  put 
out  this  candle,  for  I  hear  the  grand  rounds. 

{Grand  rounds.  Stage  gradually  lightens  up.  Bemille,  first  by  bugle, 
then  by  field  band.  Sergean  ts  fall  in  companies  for  roll  call.  Break- 
fast. Contraband  dance.  Camp  scenes.  Inspection  with  band 
music.  Gall  to  the  General.  Miter  Major  General  and  Staff. 
Salute.  Companies  sta^h  arms  and  break  ranks.  Enter  Commo- 
dore and  Staff.) 

COUNCIL  OF  WAR. 

Major-Oeneral  {To  Aid.) — Present  my  compliments  to  the  com- 
mandants of  divisions  and  the  Commodore,  and  say  to  them  that  1 
desire  their  presence  for  a  short  time  in  council  immediately.  {Aid 
salutes  and  goes  out.  General  and  Staff  examine  maps.  Commodore 
and  Staff  arrit)e,  salute  and  shake  hands.  Generals  arrive,  salute,  etc.) 
Gentlemen,  I  have  not  as  yet  received  any  reliable  information  from 
the  enemy,  but  from  reports  I  am  inclined  to  the  opinion  that  their 
movements  are  directed  against  our  center. 

Brigadier-General. — From  reports  made  by  my  scouts  it  would 
seem.  General,  that  their  movements  are  directed  against  General 
Hurlburt's  line,  our  left.  {Aid  arrives  and  salutes.) 

Aid. — General  Hurlburt  sends  compliments,  and  desires  to  inform 
you  that  the  movements  of  the  enemy  indicate  that  his  line  is  cer- 
tainly to  be  the  main  point  of  their  attack. 

Commodore. — This  being  the  case,  General,  I  had  better  remain 
where  I  am  to  protect  your  extreme  left  and  prevent  the  enemy  from 
obtaining  possession  of  our  transports — the  lower  end  of  the  ravine 
being  impassible  for  your  infantry. 
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Major-General. — Let  it  be  so  understood  ;  and  in  order  that  there 
may  be  no  mistake,  I  will  give  you  our  line  from  right  to  left :  Wal- 
lace on  the  right,  then  Smith,  McClernand,  Sherman,  Prentiss,  and 
Hurlburt  on  the  extreme  left.  Hold  your  commands  well  in  hand, 
and  be  ready  at  a  moment's  notice. 

{Commodore,  Brigadie.r-General,  and  Staff,  salute  and  retire.  Enter 
Officer  of  the  Day  icith  spy.     Uncle  Joe  is  seen  with  contrabands) 

Major -Oeneral. — Whom  have  you  there? 

Officer  of  the  Day. — This  man  was  found  within  our  lines  near  the 
river.  I  have  reason  to  believe,  from  answers  to  my  questions,  that 
he  is  a  spy  from  the  camp  of  General  Johnson. 

Major-General. — Sir,  you  will  search  the  pr  soner. 

Officer  of  the  Day. — The  evidence  is  not  wanting  to  convict  him ; 
the  plan  of  our  position  was  found  on  his  person.  What  is  your 
pleasure  concerning  him  ? 

Major-General. — Captain,  you  will  execute  the  sentence  regulating 
spys  at  once.  If  I  send  him  to  Washington  for  trial  they  will  pro- 
mote him.  Sir,  you  are  charged  with  the  execution  of  this  sentence 
at  once!  {Spy  taken  out.  To  Chief  of  Staffs )  Tell  Colonel  Robinson 
I  desire  to  see  him  personally  and  immediately.  {Chief  of  Staff  salutes 
and  goes  in  search  of  Colonel  Robinson.  Enter  Colonel  R.  loith  Chief  of 
Staff\)  Colonel  have  you  a  competent  man  in  your  command  whom 
you  can  trust  with  important  business  ? 

Colonel  B. — I  have,  sir. 

Major-General. — You  will  then  order  such  person  to  report  at 
these  headquarters  immediately.  {Exit  Colonel  R.,  L.  H.  Enter 
Mart  H.  bearing  note,  which  he  hands  to  the  General)  Soldier,  I 
desire  to  see  you  on  very  important  business  ;  {C)  step  this  way.  I 
desire  you  to  provide  yourself  with  suitable  clothing  and  enter  the 
enemy's  lines,  and  endeavor  to  obtain  all  the  information  you  can  in 
regard  to  their  movements.  {Mart  salutes,  retires.  Meets  Harry  and 
Johnny.  Low  but  earnest  conference  betioeen  the  brothers,  as  Mart 
L.  U.  E.    Major-General  and  Staffs  retire.     U.  C) 


[1]  SCENE     SECOND. 

Outpost  of  Confederate  lines.  Enter  Rebel  guard  in  charge  of  Ser- 
geant Frank  Rutledge.    L.  H. 

Sergeant  R. — Soldiers,  you  will  hold  this  road  and  halt  any  one 
that  may  pass.  We  are  near  the  enemy's  lines,  and  the  General's 
orders  are  to  examine  all  persons  that  pass  this  road,  and  send  all 
suspicious  characters  to  his  head-quarters. 

{Enter  Lieutenant-Colonel  Rutledge,  L.  H.,  as  Officer  of  the  Day,  G. 
S.A) 

Lieutenant-Colonel  R. — Well  Frank,  I  find  you  at  your  post,  and 
am  glad  to  see  you  so  active.     The  orders  are  very  strict  to-night. 
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General  Jolmson  will  no  doubt  attack  tlie  Federal  forces  to-morrow. 
Hold  yourself  in  readiness  to  draw  in  your  men  to  the  reserve,  if 
needed. 

Sergeant  Frank  B. — All  riglit,  Colonel,  and  if  I  am  off  duty 
at  nine  o'clock  to-night,  I  will  see  you  at  General  Cheatham's  head- 
quarters. 

Colonel  B. — I  am  to  report  to  General  Johnson  for  duty  at  eight 
o'clock,  and  if  I  can  return  I  will  see  you.     Good  night. 

{Exit  Lieutenant-Colonel  B.    Enter  Uncle  Joe) 

Uncle  Joe. — Now,  do  good  Lord  hab  marcy  on  dis  chile,  if  dat  aint 
my  old  Massa  and  his  son.  If  dey  find  me  out  I'se  a  dead  nigga, 
shure.  Mebbe  dey  done  forgot  dis  chile,  and  dey  tink  I'se  way  up 
dar  in  Kentuck. 

Sergeant  Frank  B. — Halt!  who  goes  there? 

Uncle  Joe. — Nuiiin'  Massa,  but  a  poor  old  man  just  gwine  down 
here  to  see  the  ole  woman.  They  stop  down  here  on  the  next  planta- 
tion. 

Sergeant  Frank  B. — Have  you  got  your  pass  from  your  master  ? 
Let  me  see  it.  (Uncle  Joe  hands  him  a  piece  of  paper.  Sergeant 
Frank  B.  examines  it.)    All  right.     Guards,  let  him  pass. 

Uncle  Joe. — Thank  you,  JNEassa.  [Aside.)  I  wonder  now  whar 
poor  Corporal  Howard  am  gone  to.  If  he  eber  get  into  de  clutches 
of  Massa  Frank  and  de  ole  Colonel  den  dere  is  no  help  for  him  ;  he 
am  don'  gone,  sure.  I  don'  promise  Johnny  I'd  follow  his  brudder, 
an'  I  must  do  it. 

Sergeant  Frank  JS.— Old  man,  what  is  the  matter  ?  You  can  pass  ; 
go  on,  don't  stand  there. 

Uncle  Joe. — Tank  you,  Massa.  {Aside.)  If  I  only  knew  whar  to 
find  poor  Massa  Howard.  {Exit  L.  H.) 

Sergeant  Frank  B. — Come  on,  men,  we  will  take  our  position  near 
that  ravine.    {Beconnoitering.)  {Exit  B.  H.) 


[4]  SCENE    THIRD. 

Confederate  Camp.  Troops  in  line.  Music,  Dixie.  Enter  General 
Cheatham  and  staff.  Music,  Bonnie  Blue  Flag.  Enter  Lieutenant- 
Oeneral  Johnson  and  staff.     Troops  salute. 

General  C. — {to  chief  of  staff.)  Colonel  has  the  spy  returned  I  sent 
out  this  morning. 

C.  0.  S.—^o,  sir. 

General  C. — Yet  I  am  sure  the  Federals  have  not  received  rein- 
forcements. General  Forrest  has  made  two  feints  on  their  right,  and 
his  scouts  report  no  movement  of  General  Buell. 

General  J. — General.  I  do  not  credit  the  statement,  I  believe 
the  Federals  are  reenforced.     Their  left  shows  a  strong  front,  and  I 
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find  their  center  firm  and  unyielding.  We  must  have  further  infor- 
mation. Your  spy,  General  Cheatham,  I  am  inclined  to  believe  has 
been  captured. 

General  C. — I  trust  not;  for  everything  depends  upon  a  knowl- 
edge of  their  forces. 

{Orderlies  bring  in  Corporal  Mart  H.  disguised  as  a  spy.) 

General  J. — Who  is  this  man? 

Orderly. — Sir,  we  found  him  j  ust  within  our  lines,  and  he  claims 
to  live  near  here. 

General  C. — Sir,  do  you  live  near  here  ? 

Mart  H. — I  live  just  down  here  on  Owl  Creek.  I  sent  my  black 
man  for  meal,  but  he  was  afraid  of  the  Yankee  pickets,  and  my 
folks  are  mighty  bad  off",  sure.  I  lost  my  oldest  boy  when  the 
Yankees  done  took  Fort  Henry.  The  troops  around  here  have  got 
all  my  garden  truck,  and  I  am  sure  I  don't  know  what  I  shall  do. 
You  all  are  mighty  near  the  Yankee  pickets.  I  passed  a  horse  com- 
pany just  down  here  about  half  a  mile. 

General  G. — Did  you  receive  any  information  from  their  talk  con- 
cerning their  forces  ? 

Mart  H. — They  spoke  of  some  General  just  down  here  near 
Crump's  Landing  and  Savannah, 

General  G. — These  are,  no  doubt,  fresh  troops  on  their  way  to  re- 
enforce  the  Federals  at  this  point. 

General  J. — {Jo  chief  of  staff.)  Send  ward  to  General  Beaure- 
gard to  advance  the  forces  from  Corinth,  and  hold  himself  in  readi- 
ness to  open  the  attack  to-morrow  morning. 

General  C, — General,  will  my  command  still  retain  its  present  po- 
sition? General  Chalmers  has  withdrawn  his  troops  to  cooperate 
with  General  Van  Dorn,  by  my  orders.  I  am  now  short  two  brigades 
and  a  field  battery. 

General  J. — {To  chief  of  staff'.)  Send  General  Cheatham  a  bat- 
tery from  the  First  Mississippi  Artillery,  and  one  brigade  from  Gen- 
eral Rhett  Roberts'  division.  I  cannot  spare  more  troops  at  present. 
If  reenforcement  arrive  early  from  Corinth  I  will  furnish  you  another 
brigade. 

General  G. — Thanks,  General.     Any  further  orders  ? 

General  J. — No.  You  will  report  at  once  to  your  command,  and 
hold  yourself  in  readiness  for  action. 

(Music  as  General  J.  and  staff  salute  and  leave  the  field.) 

General  (1. — {To  chief  of  staff.)  Sir,  bring  this  man  to  recruiting 
headquarters.  We  have  need  lor  all  loyal  hearts  in  our  Southern 
army.     {Music.    Speech  to  troops.    Salute.     Go.'s  march  out  B.) 

{Enter  Colonel  B.,  L.  H.) 

Mart  H. — {Aside)  Here  is  danger,  indeed !  If  he  should  discov- 
er me  1  am  sure  that  I  will  never  escape.  {Enter  Uncle  Joe.)  Oh  ! 
are  tlie  fates  against  me  ?    If  I  could  but  give  him  a  hint. 


JJnde  Joe. — {Asid&^j  Dat  am  Corporal  Howard.  If  lie  but  sees  me 
he  is  lost !     What  shall  I  do  ? 

General  C. — How  are  you  Colonel  ?  Here  is  a  man  not  yet  in  our 
Southern  army.     See  that  he  has  a  place  in  our  ranks  at  once. 

{Enter  Sergeant  Frank  B.) 

ColorielJR. — I  will,  General.  Here  comes  my  son,  Sergeant  Rut- 
ledge  ;  I  will  hand  over  this  man  to  him.  He  has  charge  of  unas- 
signed  recruits. 

Uncle  Joe. — {Aside.)  Oh !  marcy !  was  eber  a  poor  man  in  dis  fix 
afore  ?  Dere  is  no  salbation  for  dat  poor  boy  now  ;  he  don'  gone  up, 
sure ! 

Sergeant  Frank  B. — {To  Mart.)  This  way.  Hallo!  {scrutinizing 
prisoner,)  am  I  right !  Here  is  treason  on  the  spot.  Colonel,  I  h?ve 
found  a  spy !  This  man  is  from  the  Federal  camp  It  is  Mart  How- 
ard !     Look,  father,  see  for  yourself.    {Tears  the  disguise  from  Mart.) 

Uncle  Joe. — {Aside.)  Now  den  it  is  all  day  wid  him  !  De  young 
chicken  hab  got  in  de  hawk's  nest  for  sartin  ! 

Colonel  i?.— Sir,  your  position  cripples  any  effort  I  may  be  disposed 
to  make  in  your  behalf.  I  can  only  recall  my  past  life  with  your 
father,  and  regret  the  circumstances  that  has  so  strangely  set  us  at 
variance. 

Mart  H. — Tliank  you,  Colonel,  for  even  these  poor  words  of  com- 
fort. I  have  not  been  ignorant  of  the  danger  I  incurred.  I  am  only 
obeying  the  ordeis  of  my  superior  officer. 

General  G. — Colonel  Rutledge,  do  you  know  this  man  ?  I  see  you 
hesitate.     Sergeant  Rutledge  can  you  swear  to  his  identity  ? 

Sergeant  Frank  B. — General,  I  knew  this  man  before  the  opening 
of  the  war.     I  have  often  visited  at  his  father's  house. 

Mart  H. — {Aside.)  And  now  you  have  an  opportunity  to  repay 
his  father's  hospitality,  see  that  you  do  it. 

Sergeant  Frank  B. — Martin  Howard,  remember  my  oath. 

Mart  H. — I  do;  you  are  heartless.  I  have  nothing  to  expect  from 
you.  {To  Uncle  Joe.)  Don't,  as  you  value  your  neck,  recognize  me 
now. 

Uncle  Joe. — Just  bet  you'  bottom  dollah  on  dat.  Dis  chile  ain't 
done  forgot  eberyt'ing  yet. 

General  C— Colonel,  convene  a  court-martial  at  once,  and,  if  con- 
victed, let  him  suffer  the  proper  doom  of  a  spy. 

{Gonfederate  officers  take  counsel  and  deliberate) 

Mart  H.  {Aside  to  Uncle  Joe.) — Watch  your  opportunity,  and  re- 
turn to  the  Federal  lines  and  report  my  capture  to  the  General. 

General  C. — Colonel,  question  this  man,  and  take  down  all  the  in- 
formation. Compare  these  orders  of  General  Johnson,  and  send  me 
the  report  at  your  earliest  convenience.  {Exit  General  C.  with  A. 
D.  C.) 
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Colonel  R.  {solus.)— Row  strange  is  my  situation !  Here  is  tlie  son 
of  my  old  friend  found  within  our  lines  in  the  character  of  a  spy,  and 
I  am  compelled  by  the  laws  to  pass  upon  him  the  sentence  of  a  military 
execution.  He  has  been  tauglit  by  his  father  strict  adheranee  to 
truth  and  love  for  his  flag ;  my  regard  would  save  him,  my  education 
tetiches  obedience  to  orders.  If  I  could  but  induce  him  to  give  me 
such  information  as  would  be  beneficial  to  our  cause,  I  might  secure 
his  pardon  and  ask  lor  him  a  commission  in  our  ranks.  I  think  Gen. 
Cheatham  would,  upon  these  conditions,  mitigate  the  sentence.  I  will 
try.     Soldier,  what  was  your  object  in  entering  our  lines? 

Mart  H. — That  is  your  business  to  find  out. 

Colonel  R. — Soldier,  let  your  answers  be  guarded.  I  can  do  much 
for  or  against  you  ;  give  me  all  the  information  concerning  your 
forces,  and  I  promise  you  life  and  a  commission  in  our  ranks.  I  have 
long  known  you  father,  and — 

Mart  H. — Therefore  should  have  better  judged  his  son.  I  will 
never  accept  life  on  such  base  conditions. 

Colonel  R. — Enough ;  you  have  sealed  your  own  doom.  Officers 
of  this  court-martial,  what  is  your  verdict  ? 

First  Officer. — Death  to  the  spy  ! 

Colonel  R. — Colonel  S.,  you  will  execute  the  sentence;  and  send 
your  report  to  General  Cheatham. 

{Colonel  Rutledge  salutes  as  officers  exit.    L.  H.) 

Colonel  R. — Soldier,  you  have  heard  the  sentence ;  what  have  you 
to  say  ? 

Mart  H. — Nothing,  now.     It  would  be  the  worst  of  folly  to  do  so. 

Colonel  R. — Sergeant,  take  these  reports  and  plans  to  General 
Johnson,  and  do  not  fail  that  they  reach  him  in  time. 

Sergeant  Frank  R. — I  will  see  that  they  are  delivered  at  once. 

{Sergeant  F.  R.  moves  out  with  orders.    R.  H.) 

Mart  H. — {Aside  to  Uncle  Joe.)  Watch  that  man  and  capture 
those  papers. 

Uncle  Joe. — Dis  am  de  only  an'  accepted  time,  an'  I'm  gwine  to 
hab  dem,  sure.  {Exit  Uncle  Joe,  R.  H.) 

Colonel  R. — Soldier,  prepare  yourself  for  ♦death  !     Are  you  ready? 

Mart  H. — I  am ! 

{Music  as  Colonel  R.  blindfolds  and  places  Mart  H.  in  position.   U.  C. 
Firing  party  are  drawn  up.) 

Officer  commands. — Ready !   Aim  i 

Enter  A.  D.  C. — Hold!  General  Cheatham  defers  the  execution 
until  after  his  interview  with  General  Johnson.  He  wishes  further 
information  to  be  obtained  from  the  prisoner. 

Colonel  R. — Soldier,  will  you  give  us  the  information  we  ask  ? 

Mart  H.—^o ! 
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Colonel  R. — Will  you  take  life  as  the  price  of  your  information  ;  it 
is  your  only  chance  ?    Reflect !     Remember  your  home  !  your  wife  ! — 

Mart  H. — Ah !  Colonel  Rutledge,  why  do  you  torture  me  with 
this  ?  I  do  remember  home,  wife,  and  all  the  human  heart  holds 
dear.  But  I  have  sworn,  even  as  you  have  done,  to  protect  my 
country  from  all  its  enemies  ;  not  to  desert  and  betray  its  trust,  yield- 
ing allegiance  to  those  bastard  Stars.  Do  your  worst — you  can  but 
kill  me ! 

Colonel  R. — Tou  are  young — too  brave  for  such  a  fate  as  yours! 
Would  that  I  could  save  you  !  You  have  still  one  more  chance ;  do 
you  accept? 

Mart  H. — Colonel  Rutledge,  for  the  last  time,  No !    {Scene  closes) 


[1]  SCENE    FOURTH. 

Outpost  of  Confederate  lines.    Enter  Sergeant  Frank  Rutledge,  L. 
H.,  followed  hy  TJncle  Joe. 


Frank  R. — At  last  I  have  one  enemy  in  my  power. 
Martin  Howard  could  not  escape  my  eye  even  in  his  most  perfect  dis- 
guise. Within  an  hour,  if  these  papers  are  signed,  he  will  meet  the 
merited  death  of  a  spy. 

Uncle  Joe. — {Springing  on  Mm)  Not  if  I  can  help  it,  Massa 
Frank  !  Gib  me  dem  papers  what  vou  hab  dar,  or  I  will  kill  you, 
sure.    {Scuffle,  and  Joe  gets  papers.    Exit  icitli  papers.) 

Sergeant  Frank  R. — Halt !  halt !  you  black  rascal.  I  am  ruined 
if  those  papers  are  lost,  {Exit  R.  H.) 

{Picket  firing  outside.    Enter  L.  H.,  Captain  D.  with  Squad.) 

Captain  D. — Boys,  advance  the  line  to  that  knoll.  We  must  have 
the  road,  and  cut  off  their  forage  train.  There  is  the  General  and  his 
staff  coming  this  way  ;  we  must  advance  the  line!  Forward!  March! 
{Exit  R.  H.    Enter  MajorGeneral  and  staff  L.  H) 

Major-General. — {To  chief  of  staff.)  Colonel,  I  feel  confident  that 
the  enemy  are  about  to  offer  us  battle.  {Examines  field  with  glass,  R. 
H.    Re-enter  Capttain  D.,  with  Mart  and  Uncle  Joe.) 

Captain  D.,  saluting. — General,  my  advance  guard  have  been  met 
by  these  two  men.  I  admit  them  to  you  as  I  know  them  both  per- 
sonally. One  is  a  Corporal  of  my  company,  and  the  other  my  colored 
servant.  They  are  just  from  tlie  Rebel  lines,  where  they  were  sent 
for  information. 

Mart  H. — Here  are  their  plans,  secured  by  our  colored  friend ;  and 
now  I  can  say  that  I  have  risked  life  and  limb  in  obtaining  them. 

Major-General,  omrlooking  papers. — These  are  indeed  important. 
Call  other  members  of  the  staff,  and  send  word  to  the  Commodore  to 
open  his  fire  on  the  left  of  our  lines,  as  General  Johnson  is  receiving 
re-enforcements,  and  will  attack  us  soon.  Corporal,  how  did  you  get 
possession  of  these  papers  ? 
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Mart  H. — Uncle  Joe  captured  them  from  an  orderly.  I  was  dis- 
covered and  would  liave  been  sliot,  only  tlie  sentence  was  postponed 
until  General  Clieatbam  should  return  from  an  interview  with 
General  Johnson.  I  escaped  from  the  guard,  and,  strange  to  relate,  I 
am  here. 

Major-Oeneral. — Thanks,  my  brave  boys.  Colonel,  see  that  we 
recommend  this  soldier  for  promotion  after  the  battle. 

Uncle  Joe. — Dar  Massa  Mart,  di-dn't  I  don'  tole  you  you'd  get 
someting  for  this  ?  Come  on,  for  Massa  Harry  and  Johnny  be  mighty 
near  dead  to  see  you.  {Exit  hotJi.    Music) 

Major-General. — We  will  visit  the  center  and  re-enforce  them  at 
once,  for  they  will  open  on  us  with  full  artillery.  {Exit  B.  H.) 


[4]  SCENE    FIFTH. 

Music.    Deck  of  Oiiiiboat  Tyler.    Officers  with  glass  examine  the  shore, 
and  men  prepare  for  action. 

Captain  of  Tyler. — I  see  a  signal  from  shore.  Dispatch  a  boat  to 
communicate  with  the  General  at  once.    {Boat  crew  and  officer  exit) 

Commodore. — Captain,  you  will  prepare  your  men  for  immediate 
action.  {Music  as  gunboat  crew  coine  alongside,  and  A.  D.  C.  from 
Federals  steps  on  hoard) 

A.  D.  C,  saluting. — Commodore,  the  General  commanding  directs 
that  you  open  lire  on  the  left  of  General  Hurlburt's  division  to  cover 
our  troops.  General  Buell  is  crossing  with  his  forces,  and  will  do  so 
under  your  fire. 

Commodore. — Say  to  the  General  commanding  that  I  have  antici- 
pated his  orders,  and  am  only  waiting  his  signal  to  open  my  guns. 

A.  I>.  G. — That  signal  is  a  rocket.  {BocJcet)  There  it  is  now.  I 
will  go  on  shore  and  inform  the  General  of  your  entire  readiness  for 
co-operation.  {Exit  to  yawl) 

Captain — Men,  open  your  starboard  guns,  and  throw  your  shells 
well  into  the  timber.     Ready,  fire  ! 

{Discharge  of  cannons.  Curtain  descends.  Fight  between  gunboats- 
End  of  Act  II) 
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^CT    III. 

[1]  SGENEFIRST. 

{General  Gheatham  and  Staff  are  discovered.  Enter  Lieutenant  in  haste.) 

Lieutenant. — Sir,  General  Johnson  has  fallen  on  the  field.  The 
Federals  hold  the  ground.  Greneral  Beauregard  assumes  command, 
and  sends  to  you  for  immediate  reenforcements. 

{Cheers  are  heard  from  Federal  lines.) 

General  G. — Perdition  !  are  the  fates  against  us  of  the  Confederacy? 
{Examines  the  field.)  They  are  receiving  fresh  troops.  I  cannot  hold 
this  place  half  an  hour  if  Gregg's  battery  gives  way.  {To  Aid.)  Sir, 
inform  General  Beauregard  that  I  cannot  help  him.  1  have  no  troops 
to  spare.  {Exit  Aid,  R.  H.)  The  line  is  falling  back.  General 
Breckenridge  is  forming,  and  may  save  us  yet.  {To  Aid.)  Send  word 
to  General  Rhett  Roberts  to  close  up  that  gap  on  the  hill,  and  hold  it 
at  all  hazards.  {Exit  Aid,  B.  H.    Exit  Staff,  L.  H.) 

[4]  SCENE    SECOND. 

{Outpost  of  Federal  camp.  Major-General  and  staff  discovered.  Gun- 
hoats  hear d  firing .  Opposing  music.  Music,  Star  Spangled  Ban- 
ner. Gheers.  Response  from  Gonfederate  side,  Dixie.  Gheers. 
Response,  Yankee  Doodle.  Gheers.  Response,  Bonnie  Blue  B  lag. 
Cheers.    Enter  A.  D.  G.) 

A.  D.  G. — General,  the  gunboats  Tyler  and  Lexington  have  opened 
their  fire.  General  Buell's  forces  are  coming  up,  and  are  ready  to 
cross  the  river. 

Major-General. — Not  a  moment  too  soon,  however.  {To  Chief  of 
staff.)  Colonel,  you  dispatch  an  orderly  to  General  McCiernand  with 
orders  to  send  McAllister's  battery  to  this  point  at  once.  {Orderlies 
are  sent  out.  Music  as  they  retire.  U.  C  Picket  firing  outside.  Long- 
roll.  L.  H.  Advance  of  skirmishers.  Line  of  Federal  skirmishers, 
iD?io  fire  and  retreat.  Advance  of  Confederates,  who  fire  and  retreat. 
Both  lines  meet.  Engagement  becomes  general.  Rapid  curtain.  End 
ofActLLL) 
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j^OT     IV- 


{SloiD  Curtain.  Music,  "  Who  will  care  for  Mother  now  f  "  Battle-field 
of  Shiloh  by  night.  Wounded  of  both  m^mies  cover  the  stage.  Dis- 
mounted Battery  and  Flag  of  Truce,  TJ.  0.  Sisters  of  Charity 
and  others  administering  to  the  wants  of  the  wounded.  Johnny  H., 
L.  C.     Colonel  Butledge,  C.    Uncle  Joe,  kneeling  over  Mart  H.,  B.  C.) 

Uncle  Joe. — Poor  Massa  Mart !  he's  almost  gone.  Say,  Massa 
Mart,  don't  you  know  your  poor  old  Joe  ?  Don't  give  up !  I  can't 
bear  to  lose  you. 

Mart  H. — Harry !  Harry !  Johnny !  oh ! 

Colonel  B. — Who  is  calling  ?  Give  me  vrater,  who  ever  you  are, 
and  help  me  to  rise. 

Mart  H. — Water !  That  is  what  I  want !  I  have  a  canteen  some- 
where. Stranger,  give  me  your  hand,  {They  raise  each  other  and 
recognize  different  uniforms.)  Ah !  Colonel  Rutiedge,  is  it  you  ?  Curse 
you! 

Sister  of  Charity. — Peace,  children,  peace ;  the  dead  and  dying  are 
here.  Forgive  each  other,  as  you  would  be  forgiven  there.  {Baising 
the  cross.) 

Colonel  B. — Mart,  I  am  severely  woimded — we  are  both  near  the 
grave — let  us  forget  the  past.    Have  you  water  in  your  canteen? 

Mart  H. — Yes,  I  have. 

Colonel  B. — Then,  in  the  name  of  humanity,  give  me  a  drink. 

Mart  H. — In  the  name  of  humanity  I  do  ! 

Colonel  B. — Thank  you,  boy.     If  I  live  I  will  repay  your  kindness. 

Mart  H. — Yes  !  Yes !  Colonel,  how  times  have  changed !  An  hour 
since  you  would  have  killed  me. 

Colonel  B. — There  is  a  drummer  boy  here  on  my  left.  He  called 
long  for  water.     I  thtnk  he  is  dead. 

Uncle  Joe,  crossing  L. — Oh !  Massa  Mart,  it  is  Johnny !  Poor  boy ! 
He  looks  most  gone.    {Carries  Johnny  to  Mart) 

Mart  H. — Oh !  Heaven,  be  merciful !  My  poor  boy  !  What  would 
your  mother  think  of  this  ?  Joe,  get  me  more  water.  He  lives  yet ! 
He  lives !  Oh !  Joe,  this  wound  in  my  breast  bleeds  again.  Every 
breath  I  draw  is  a  stab !  Oh !  the  pain  I  suffer !  Uncle  Joe,  watch 
over  him.     Get  water  if  you  can.     Oh  !  the  pain !     {Sinks  back.) 

Colonel  B. — Mart!  Mart!  arouse  yourself!  Bear  these  words  to 
your  father  if  you  survive  this  hour :  "  That  Colonel  Rutiedge  upon 
the  field  of  Shiloh  regrets  his  treason  to  the  old  flag !  " 
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Mart  ^.—Colonel,  I  will !  I  will !  Oh! 

{Enter  G.  8.  soldiers,  with  stretcher,  E.  H.) 

Colonel  M. — No  !  No  !    Boys,  don't  mind  me !  I  am  dying !     Help 
these  brave  wounded  men  around  you.    {Dies.) 

Uncle  Joe. — Oh  !  Massa  Rutledge !  my  poor  Massa  gone !    He  done 
turned  rebel,  but  he  was  a  good  Massa  to  me.     ( Weeps.) 

{Music.    Soldiers  carry  off  Johnny,  Mart  and  Tom  Elliott,  L.  H.) 

Enter,  B.  H.^  Harry  H. — Here  is  Johnny's  drum ! 

Federal  Soldier — Here  is  Mart's  canteen  ! 

{Tableau,  Death  of  Color  Bearer.    End  of  Act  IV.) 
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SCENE    FIRST. 

HOME  OF  FARMER  HOWARD. 

Jennie,  Mrs.  H.,  Sr.,  Fanner  H.,  Mrs.  Mart  H. 

Farmer  H. — MotTier,  take  heart.  The  battle  has  been  very  severe 
— the  column  of  wounded  and  missing  is  long — but  I  do  not  see  the 
names  of  our  boys. 

Mrs.  Mart  H. — Father,  I  am  almost  wild ;  I  feel  certain  that  Mar- 
tin is  or  has  been  in  great  danger. 

Jennie  H. — Father  do  you  think  the  war  will  soon  be  at  an  end  ? 
Will  our  boys  be  at  home  soon  ?  I  had  a  dream  last  night,  father,  and 
it  was  this — that  the  war  was  at  an  end,  and  our  boys  were  returning 
home. 

Old  Mrs.  H. — From  my  heart  I  hope  this  terrible  war  will  soon  be 
over.  And,  oh  !  Jennie,  dear,  I  do  hope  that  your  dream  may  prove 
true,  but  alas  I  I  fear. 

Jennie  H. — (Song,  "Mother  is  the  Battle  Over  f") 

(  Whip  heard  outside  ;  sound  of  wheels  ;  Harry  without.) 

Harry  H  — Uncle  Joe,  put  up  the  horses,  and  come  in. 

Jennie  H. — Mother,  that  is  Harry's  voice !  O !  my  dream  is  true  ! 
The  boys  are  coming  home !  {Runs  to  the  door,  meets  Harry.) 

Harry  H. — Mother !  dear,  how  are  you  ?  Father,  are  you  well  ? 
Mattie,  I  am  glad  to  see  you ! 

Old  Mrs.  H — My  boy !  my  boy  !  {Embrace.) 

Farmer  H — Harry,  my  boy,  how  are  you  ?  Are  Mart  and  Johnny 
with  you  ? 

Old  Mrs.  H — Oh  !  yes,  tell  me  you  have  brought  my  boy  Johnny. 

{Enter  Uncle  Joe.) 

Uncle  Joe. — Massa  Harry,  will  you  hab  de  t'ings  brought  in  ? 

Harry  H. — No,  Uncle  Joe,  not  now.  Oh!  father,  I  have  sad 
news. 

Mrs.  Mart  H — Harry,  where  is  Mart  ?  Your  voice  trembles ;  you 
are  pale  ;  tell  me  at  once,  is  he  dead  ? 

Old  Mrs.  H. — What  of  Johnny,  Harry  ?  where  is  your  brother  ? 

Farmer  H — Speak,  boy.  Heaven  will  temper  the  winds  to  the 
shorn  lamb. 

Jennie  H. — Harry,  tell  us  all ;  we  will  humbly  submit  to  whatever 
has  befallen  us. 
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Harry  JT.— Uncle  Joe^-I  can  not— you  tell  them  all  that  you 
know. 

Uncle  Joe. — Den  Massa  Hoawrd  and  Misses,  I  tink  dey  is  not  dea^. 
I  saw  dem  wounded  and  carried  from  the  field  by  the  Rebels.  I 
tink  dey  bof  be  prisoners. 

Mrs.  Mart  H. — Oh,  mother,  mother,  I  am  grateful  for  even  this  ; 
poor  consolation.     They  live.  i 

Old  Mrs.  £r.— Father!  father!  {Weep».)      [ 

Harry  H — Mother,  don't  weep.  I  will  tell  you  all  that  I  know. 
Mart  went  as  a  spy,  by  order  of  our  General,  to  the  Rebel  camp,  and 
was  captured. 

Farmer  H — Go  on.    He  returned  ? 

Harry  H. — Yes ;  he  was  sentenced  to  be  shot  by  the  Rebels^  and 
by  the  assistance  of  Uncle  Joe  he  made  his  escape  to  our  lines,  and 
during  the  battle  he  and  Johnny  were  wounded  and  carried  from  the 
field. 

Old  Mrs.  H. — Thank  you.  Uncle  Joe,  for  your  grateful  assistance. 
-j%  some  future  time  we  hope  to  be  able  to  better  repay  you. 

XTncle  Joe. — Neber  mind  dat,  Misses  Howard,  only  let  me  tell  you 
•iat  when  he  was  took  my  ole  Massa  Rutledge  was  dere,  an'  axed  him 
to  turn  Rebel,  and  tell  all  about  the  Yankee  camps,  an' — 

Farmer  H. — My  boy !     What  did  he  do  ? 

Jj7icle  Joe. — Massa,  did  you  eber  feel  good  ober  any  ting,  an'  so 
good  you  didn't  know  what  for  to  do  or  say  ?  Well,  I  did  den.  He 
don'  tole  ole  Massa  Rutledge  he'd  die  fust. 

Farmer  H. — Heaven  bless  you,  Uncle  Joe.  That  was  my  boy. 
Mother,  do  you  hear  ?  {Knocks  without.) 

{Enter  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Elliott.) 

Farmer  E. — How  are  you,  Harry  ?  {Shakes  hands.)  I  must  beg 
pardon  for  this  intrusion,  but  I  heard  the  news  of  Harry's  return,  and 
desired  to  ask  him  in  regard  to  our  boy  Thomas.  Harry,  what  of 
him? 

Harry  H — Mr-  Elliott,  your  boy  was  wounded  and  carried  off  with 
Mart  and  Johnny,  and  now  I  fear  is  in  some  Southern  prison. 

Mrs.  E. — Father,  father,  where  is  my  boy  ?  what  shall  I  do  ? 

Old  Mrs.  H. — Mrs.  Elliott,  come  to  me ;  let  us  share  our  griefs. 

{They  weep.) 

Farmer  E. — But,  Harry,  what  brings  you  home  at  this  present 
time  ?  Are  we  gaining  ground  as  yet,  and  will  we  have  a  draft  ? 
Some  of  our  folks  are  talking  of  that  now. 

Harry  H. — Mr.  Elliott,  we  do  indeed  need  help,  and  if  we  fail  in 
this  terrible  hour  of  our  National  struggle,  the  stay-at-home  patriots 
will  be  to  blame.  I  am  here  as  one  of  an  escort  to  the  remains  of  our 
beloved  division  commander,  General  W.  H.  L.  Wallace,  who  was 
killed  at  Shiloh.  The  escort  are  now  at  the  village,  and  I  have  had 
;>ermission  from  my  commanding  officer  to  visit  a  short  time  with  my 
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parents.  If  you  will  go  witli  me  to  tlie  village,  you  can  see  some  of 
the  boys  tliat  were  with  Tom  on  the  field. 

Farmer  H. — Yes,  we  will  go.  Mother,  have  dinner  ready  when 
we  return. 

Old  Mrs.  H. — Yes,  father.  Mrs.  Elliott,  come  with  us  ;  and  Jen- 
nie, see  that  Harry  has  everything  that  can  add  to  his  comfort  while 
home. 

Jennie  H. — Yes,  mother,  dear.  It  shall  always  be  a  pleasure  for 
me  to  do  anything  that  may  add  to  the  comfort  of  our  brave  boys, 
and  more  especially  to  my  dear  brother.  >{Exit  B.  H.  and  L.  H) 


14]  SCENE    SECOND. 

{Andersonmlle  stockade.     Union  prisoners  disposed  on  old  hagging,  etc. 
Sentinels  on  the  loall,  hack.    Mart  and  Johnny,  TJ.  C.) 

Mart  H.,  advancing. — Oh  !  the  long  weary  months  that  have  passed 
since  I  became  an  inmate  of  this  loathsome  prison  pen !  I  feel  that 
this  must  soon  end,  at  least  for  me !  Day  by  day  the  boys  have  fallen 
— one  by  one  gone  to  their  long  home !  This  morning  poor  Johnson 
died.  He  was  the  only  hope  of  a  dependent  mother  1  All  around  me 
speaks  of  hunger,  starvation,  death !  The  memory  of  home,  of  you, 
dear  wife  and  children,  is  all  that  is  left  me  in  this  hour  of  distress 
and  misery!  Oh  !  Thou,  that  hearest  the  young  ravens  cry,  without 
whose  knowledge  not  a  sparrow  falls,  hear  our  prayers.  {Kneels.)  We 
ask  at  Thy  hands  how  long,  oh !  how  long  must  we  suflfer ! 

Johnny  H. — Mart!  Martie!  I  am  so  hungry ! 

Mart  H. — Hungry  !  Oh  !  yes,  I  remember !  You  have  had  nothing- 
to-day.  Bat,  my  poor  boy,  I  have  nothing  for  you!  I  would  I  had — 
Oh  !  Johnny,  I  have  nothing !  nothing;! 

Sergeant  Tom  E. — Poor  Mart !  how  he  is  Tsroken  down.  I  fear  at 
times  for  his  reason.  If  it  was  not  for  Johnny,  I  tliink  at  times  he 
would  give  up.     He  does  not  even  know  him. 

Johnny  H. — Sergeant,  can  you  give  me  some  of  your  corn  bread  ? 
The  boys  got  all  before  I  could  get  any. 

Sergeant  Tom  E. — Johnny,  I  have  none  to  give  you. 

Johnny  H. — Mart  gave  me  his  yesterday,  but,  hungry  as  I  was,  I 
could  hardly  swallow  it,  it  was  so  bad.  {He  icalks  hack.) 

Sergeant  Tom  E. — How  hard !  Twice  have  the  rebel  keepers 
offered  him  an  exchange,  but  he  will  not  leave  Mart. 

Private  W.  Smith. — I  would  leave  him.  I  have  got  so  I  hate  Cor- 
poral Howard.     He  is  so  changed. 

Mart  H. — ^So  do  I.  You  are  right ;  he  is  changed  indeed !  I 
wonder  if  I  shall  forget  myself  and  go  mad,  mad !  Would  that  I 
«ould.     What  is  death  compared  to  life  like  this  ? 

Prisoners. — ^Bread,  you  cursed  horde !     Bread!  Blankets  ! 
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{Enter  Rebel  Sergeant) 

Sergeant  Frank  B. — Hold  your  noise,  you  infernal  Yankee  pack, 
or  you  will  get  Steel. 

Prisoners. — Bread  !  Curse  you  !  Bread  ! 

Sergeant  Frank  R. — Fall  in,  guard !  Now  the  first  one  that  opens 
his  mouth  will  lose  his  rotten  Yankee  head. 

Prisoners. — Shoot,  if  you  dare ! 

Sergeant  Frank  R. — Martin  Howard,  you  struck  me  yesterday,  but 
I  will  have  my  revenge  yet. 

Mart  H. — Oh  !  have  you  not  had  it  ?  Look  at  these  poor,  hungry 
men,  this  den  of  wretchedness  and  brutality  !  Scan  their  faces,  and 
recognize  playmates  of  your  early  childhood !  Here,  look  upon  the 
features  of  this  starving  boy  !  Remember  my  kindness  to  your  father! 
Go  back  to  the  time  when  my  father's  house  offered  its  best  to  you. 
Oh !  sir,  for  the  sake  of  this  boy,  I  forget  wrong,  pride,  everything 
but  want !  I  kneel  to  you !  oh  !  give  us  bread !  Have  you  not  had 
your  desire?  You  see  our  humiliation — have  you  not  had  your 
revenge  ? 

Sergeant  Frank  R. — No,  Mart  Howard,  not  half! 

Mart  B.,  rising. — Then,  in  Heaven's  name,  where  will  it  end  ? 

Sergeant  Frank  R. — Here,  in  this  place,  here  !  You  shall  want, 
starve,  die ! 

Mart  H. — Oh !  Heaven,  be  merciful,  for  men  are  not ! 

Prisoners. — Shame  !  Shame  ! 

Sergeant  Frank  i^.— Men,  bring  in  some  bread. 

{Exit  Gonfedoerate  Soldiers.    Return  with  bread.) 

Mart  H. — Bread  !  I  want  bread ! 
(Steals  from  others  and  Johnny,  toho  has  hidden  his  under  the  straw.) 

Tom  E. — Mart,  what  in  thunder  do  you  mean  ? 

Sergeant  Frank  R. — I  will  part  these  t  wo.    {Lays  hold  of  Johnny.) 

Tom  E. — That  would  be  the  worst  of  cruelty.     Don't  do  it. 

Sergeaat  Frank  R. — I  will  do  it,  so  I  will.     Stand  back  1 

Johnny  H. — Sir,  lay  your  hands  on  me  and  I  will  brain  you !  0  ! 
Mart !  Mart !     Boys,  help ! 

Sergeant  Frank  R.  {Shoots  Johnny.) — There,  howl  now ! 

{Exit  of  Gonfedjerates.    Prisoners 'pick  wp  Johnny.    Music.) 

Tom  E. — Poor  Johnny  is  dead  I  He  is  better  off  now.  Will,  place 
that  blanket.  Who  will  tell  this  to  Mart  ?  It  will  kill  him  too. 
Mart !  Mart !    Corporal  Howard  I 

Mart  H. — Leave  me!  This  bread  is  mine  !  I  have  had  none  for 
two  whole  days ! 

Tom  E. — No,  no.  Mart,  not  that ;  I  don't  want  it.  Listen,  these 
infernal  fiends  have  killed  your  brother,  killed  Johnny. 

Mart  ^.— What?  What  did  you  say,  Tom?  Killed?  who?  where? 
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Tom  E. — Killed  Johnny !  there !    {Music,  as  Mart  crosses  to  body.) 

Mart  H. — Oh  !  Mother,  what  will  this  blow  be  to  you  !  Johnny  ! 
Johnny!  Dead!  Here,  boys,  come  here.  Do  you  see  this?  This 
boy's  love  and  tenderness  would  have  melted  a  heart  of  stone.  Tom. 
think  of  it  I  These  dear  hands  that  have  caresse  1  me  from  child- 
hood, stiffening  in  death  !  Comrades,  to  your  knees  !  Swear,  as  you 
do  hope  for  mercy  in  the  latter  day,  should  you  live  to  see  a  Christian, 
land,  you  will  remember  this.  Demand,  when  home,  that  justice  be 
dealt  out.  No  sparing  traitor  hand  presume  to  interfere  when  light- 
eous  law  demands  the  sure  redress  of  this  most  horrid  butchery  !  Must 
I  remember  every  boyish  action,  his  more  than  manly  conduct  while 
in  battle,  and  now  behold  him  dead  !  When  I  remember  my  promise 
to  mother,  that  I  would  watch  over  and  protect  him  from  all  harm,  it 
nearly  distracts  me !  Oh !  my  brain  reels !  May  the  curse  of  an 
avenging  power  blast  the  whole  fabric  of  this  Rebel  crew!  Oh! 
Ob  !     Ha  !  ha  !  ha !  {Falls,  L.) 

Private  W  Smith.— Boys,  this  is  horrible!  He  is  crazy  now  ;  this 
will  make  him  a  raving  maniac. 

{Noise  without.    Enter  guard  imth  more  prisoners) 

New  Prisoner. — Hallo,  boys,  these  graybacks  have  got  me  at  last » 
but  don't  be  cast  down.  Is  it  possible,  Smith,  Tom  Elliott,  Boys  of 
the  old  regiment.  Why  we  looked  upon  you  as  dead;  but  cheer  up,  the 
regiment  is  coming.  In  the  last  battle  I  saw  Harry  Howard  with  the 
colors  flying;  poor  Seth  Walters  was  shot  down  and  Harry  has  the 
colors;  the  old  regiment  is  nearly  cut  to  pieces. 

Tom  E. — You  will  hardly  know  Mart ;  that  is  him. 

New  Prisoner. — Can  it  be  possible !  And  poor  Johnny  is  dead ! 
That  is  awful !  {Prisoners  cover  Johnny  with  blanket.) 

Private  W.  Smith. — When  you  have  been  here  as  long  as  we  have 
you  won't  care  ;  this  occurs  every  day.  You  speak  of  hope  ;  where 
are  our  boys  now  ? 

New  Prisoner. — But  I  think  this  won't  continue  long,  for  our  ad" 
vance  is  not  a  day  off  now. 
{Song, — "  Tramp,    Tramp,   Tramp,  the  Boys  are  Marching."  Chorus 

outside.    Firing    outside.     The  prison  is   broken  open.     Federal 

troops  pour  in,  headed  by  Sergeant  Harry  Howard) 

Harry  H. — Come,  boys ;  we  have  found  some  soldiers  in  distress. 
Hello  !  Smith  ;  is  that  you?    {Boys  sing, ''  Bally  Bound  the  Flag") 

Will  Smith. — Harry  Howard,  you  surely  are  not  a  prisoner,  to 
come  here  and  suffer  as  we  have  done. 

Harry  H. — Prisoner  !  no  Will.  I  am  here  to  give  you  free  air  ; 
don't  you  know  the  old  flag.  Boys,  look  up,  the  old  flag  waves  in 
Andersonville. 

Will  Smith.— T\i2in\  God ! 

Harry  H — But  Will,  how  changed  you  are  ? 

Private  Will  SmMh. —There  is  one  more  changed  than  all.  Poor 
Martin. 
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Barry  H. — My  brother  !  O !  heavens  !  is  it  possible  ?  If  I  could 
liave  been  spared  this.  Mart,  brother,  do  you  know  me  ?  Don't  you 
remember  home  ?   Mother  ?  the  old  flag  ? 

Mart  H. — Home!  home!  mother!  wife! — yes,  I  remember  now! 
And  the  old  flag,  where  is  it  ? 

Harrij  H. — Here,  brother,  here. 

Mart  H. — The  old  flag  !  Yes ;  am  I  right,  is  it  the  old  flag,  and 
every  star  here  ?  It  is,  it  is  here  !  {Kissing  the  folds)  Long  looked 
for,  come  at  last !  The  prisoner's  hope  in  the  hour  of  distress !  I  live 
again.  ( Weeps.)  But  then  there  is  something.  Oh !  can  I  tell  him  ! 
Is  it  true !  Oh !  Harry,  they  have  killed  Johnny !  They  have  killed 
him. 

Harry  H. — What  does  this  mean  ?  Where,  where,  where,  com- 
rades, where  is  Johnny ! 

All. — Sergeant,  here,  here.       {Point  to  hody  and  remove  blanket.) 

Harry  H. — Mother,  dear,  this  will  kill  you.  Show  me  the  villain 
that  has  committed  this  foul  deed,  and  as  I  live  his  life  shall  answer 
tor  it ! 

To7n  E.^ — Sergeant,  there  is  the  man. 

Private  W.  Smith. — Behold  the  man,  Frank  Rutledge ! 

Harry  H. — Can  I  believe  my  senses,  when  I  see  in  you,  my  early 
Mend,  my  brother's  murderer?  Now  I  demand  your  life,  your  cow- 
ard heart,  and  nothing  but  your  life  will  answer  my  revenge  ! 

{Shoots) 

Frank  B. — Ah  ?  curse  you  !  Oh !  I  die,  and  dying,  I  regret  that 
we  have  met  defeat.     Oh !  oh !  {Falls) 

Mart  H. — My  boy !  my  brother !  dead !  Now  is  thy  death  avenged. 
{Harry  and  Mart  kneel  over  hody  as  curtain  descends.    Slow  curtain. 

Apotheosis.     Guardian  Angels.      Music,  Hark  /  /  hear  an  Angel 

sing.    End  of  Act   V) 
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^OT    "VI. 

SCENE  FIRST. 

HOME  OF   FARMER   HOWARD. 

Tom  E;  Harry  H.,  Jennie  H.,  Old  Mrs.  H.,  Farmer  H.,  Mrs.  Mart 

H.,  child,  Mart  H.,  Uncle  Joe,  discovered.    Music,  Sweet  Home. 

Farmer  H. — My  dear  boys,  you  are  welcome  Home,  and  the  few 
remaining  days  of  your  furlough  will  seem  only  too  short  for  your 
mother  and  myself.  But  obedience  to  orders  is  the  first  duty  of  a 
soldier,  and  your  three  years'  discipline  has  no  doubt  taught  you 
that  lesson. 

Old  Mrs.  H. — Oh !  Mart  and  Harry,  the  time  is  too  short ;  only 
four  days  and  you  will  return  to  your  regiment.  My  heart  is  almost 
broken.  It  would  seem  that  the  great  trial  is  to  come  again.  Heaven 
grant  that  you  may  not  share  your  younger  brother's  fate. 

Jennie  H — Poor,  dear  Johnny !  your  memory  and  vacant  chair 
will  ever  haunt  our  broken  household.  Your  boyish  laughter  and 
merry  footstep  will  never  be  heard  again, 

Harrij  H. — No,  Jennie,  dear  !  but  we  must  remember  that  he  did 
his  duty  bravely,  and  a  better  home  is  now  his  portion. 

Old  Mrs.  H. — Jennie,  sing  us  the  Vacant  Chair. 

{Song,  Vacant  Chair.    Knocking  without.) 

Farmer  H. — Uncle  Joe,  go  to  the  door. 

Uncle  Joe. — Yes,  Massa  Howard  ;  I  tink  dem  be  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Elliott,  dey  don'  tole  me  dey  was  commin'  ober  dis  mornin'. 

{Enter  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Elliott.) 

Farmer  H. — Welcome  !  neighbors,  come  in ;  we  are  glad  to  see 
you  here.  Our  boys  are  home  for  a  short  furlough,  and  we  must  show 
them  our  heartfelt,  thanks  for  such  services  in  the  field.  Mother  and 
Jennie  are  busy  making  lint  and  clothing  for  our  wounded  soldiers, 
and  a  few  fancy  articles  for  our  villag<^  fair  to  be  held  next  week. 

Farmer  E. — As  you  say,  neighbor  Howard,  our  boys  have  done 
well ;  they  have  earned  their  promotions.  Harry,  you  are  looking 
well.     Mart,  you  are  looking  pale.     Do  not  rise.     How  is  your  arm  ? 

Mart  H. — My  arm  is  feeling  better  this  morning,  but  as  you  see 
it  will  not  be  of  much  use  to  me.     Rather  short,  is  it  not  ? 

Mrs.  Elliott. — Poor  Mart !  I  heard  you  was  wounded,  but  Tom 
would  not  distress  me  by  saying  how  badly. 

Farmer  E. — Mart,  tell  us  how  you  lost  it  ? 
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Mart^  H. — That  is  a  sad  story,  Mr.  Elliott.  I  had  hoped  after  my 
release  from  Anderson ville  by  my  brother  and  his  brave  men,  that  I 
should  have  been  permitted  to  return  home  for  a  short  furlough,  but 
my  Colonel  desired  that  I  would  remain  at  Atlanta,  and  as  soon  as 
able  report  to  the  General  Commanding  for  duty.  I  arrived  at  Savan- 
nah on  the  twelfth  day  of  December ;  on  the  thirteenth  our  force 
stormed  Fort  McAllester.  It  was  warm  work  then,  but  the  heroes  of 
Sherman's  march  were  still  ready  for  duty.  Brother  Harry  still  carried 
the  old  flag.  Tom,  when  his  Lieutenant  fell,  took  the  head  of  the  com- 
pany. Line  up<m  line  advanced.  The  charge  was  sounded.  The  boys 
dashed  forward  with  a  yell,  and  before  we  knew  it,  we  had  driven  the 
enemy  from  their  works  and  had  taken  the  fort. 

Farmer  E. — Bully  for  the  boys  !  And  our  Tom  was  there,  Mother, 
what  do  you  think  of  that ;  a  chip  of  the  old  block,  neighbor  How- 
ard !  ha  !  ha ! 

Mart  H. — But,  Mr.  Elliott,  I  hope  soon  to  return,  and  when  I  do, 
I  will  remember  the  battle  cry  of  my  command.  I  can  never  forget 
it.  It  is  written  on  my  heart  in  colors  that  can  never  fade,  Anderson- 
ville,  Libby,  and  Belle  Isle.  Shame  !  shame  !  A  nation's  tears  will 
never  blot  the  damning  record  out.  Would  I  could  throw  the  horror 
of  those  words  in  tones  of  thunder  from  a  thousand  cannon  throats, 
till  every  loyal  heart  in  our  grief  stricken  North  would  sue  for  its 
revenge.  I  will  return,  and  then  I  will  make  them  repay  me  for  every 
ounce  of  blood  they  have  crushed  from  my  heart  and  body. 

Mrs.  E. — Mattie,  how  can  you  permit  him  to  go  again  ? 

Mattie. — I  do  rebel  at  the  idea.  But  then  I  remember  that  others, 
with  lives  no  less  precious,  have  given  their  hearts  as  altars  upon 
which  our  country  offers  up  the  necessary  but  bleeding  sacrifice. 

Old,  Mrs.  H. — I  wish  and  pray,  that  the  hour  be  not  far  distant 
when  this  cruel  war  will  be  at  an  end.  None  but  a  mother  can  realize 
all  that  I  have  suflpered. 

Mrs.  E. — Mrs.  Howard,  I  can  only  sympathize  with  you.  My 
joy  has  not  been  broken,  for  my  dear  boy  has  been  spared  to  me. 

Tom  E. — Yes,  but  this  furlough  is  very  tiresome,  and  your  exces- 
sive kindness  almost  a  bother.  Mart,  mother  insists  upon  stuffing 
me  with  all  the  pies  and  fruits  in  the  pantry,  and  at  night  will  smoth- 
er me  in  the  most  uncomfortable  feather  bed  in  the  house.  It  has 
nearly  broken  my  back.  I  want  to  start  day  after  to-morrow  for  the 
regiment.     Will  you  be  able  to  go  ? 

Mart.  H. — I  hope  so.  I  am  anxious  once  more  to  return  and  meet 
my  old  ^comrades — share  their  fortune  until  every  foot  of  Southern 
soil  has  room  for  our  National  Flag. 

Jennie  H. — My  brave  brothers,  I  know  your  hearts  throb  to  par- 
ticipate in  this  struggle  for  freedom.  Yet ! — O  !  I  am  filled  with  ap- 
prehension for  your  safety.  But  go !  heaven  will  protect,  for  our 
cause  is  just  and  right. 

Harry  H. — Jennie,  dear,  your  heart  is  as  loyal  as  you  are  gen- 
erous and  kind. 
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Tom  E. — Father  if  your  are  willing,  I  will  give  Mart  a  short  ride 
to  the  village.     My  opinion  is  that  the  ride  will  do  him  good. 

Farmer  E. — Certainly  Tom;  enjoy  yourselves  while  at  home. 
You  can  take  the  buggy  if  you  desire. 

Tom  ^.— Thank  you,  father. 

Farmer  H. — Uncle  Joe,  did  you  bring  the  paper  from  the  post- 
oifice? 

Uncle  Joe. — Yes,  Massa  Howard ;  I  clar  don  forgot  all  about  it. 
but  I  hab  it  j  ust  here  in  my  pocket  somewhar.  {Hands  jpaper) 

Farmer  H.—3oe,  I  think  this  war  has  spoiled  you. 

Uncle  Joe. — Yes  Massa,  I  tink  dis  war  has  done  spoiled  a  good 
many  folks,  around  here. 

Farmer  H. — Well,  well,  another  battle  and  surrender  of — hip !  hip ! 
as  I  live — surrender  of  Lee  and  Johnson  !  and  you  my  boys  will  not 
have  to  return.  Eh !  what  do  I  see  ?  here  Jennie  wipe  my  specs. 
Colonel  Robinson  and  regiment  took  the  boat  at  Louisville  and  will 
be  here  at  twelve  o'clock  !  Oh !  mother  we  must  see  to  this.  Kill  the 
fatted  calf,  and  neighbor  Elliott  we  will  have  a  feast. 

Farmer  E. — This  is  good  news,  let  us  shake  hands  again.  What 
will  we  do? 

Farmer  H. — I  tell  you  what  we  will  do.  I  have  seen  it  long  and 
think  well  of  it.  Jennie,  come  here,  and  Tom,  come  now,  don't  turn 
coward  ;  march  to  the  front.  There  boy,  if  mother  and  the  rest  are 
willing  we  will  have  a  wedding.  Come  Tom,  here  is  her  hand.  I 
have  seen  her  pale  looks  and  sorrowing  eyes  when  you  were  missing 
and  in  danger,  and  now  it  is  fitting  you  should  console  and  comfort 
each  other.  There,  say  no  more  about  it,  and  now  to  the  village  to 
meet  our  brave  soldiers  and  give  them  a  welcome. 

SCENE  SECOND. 
Street.    Music — Bummers'  March.    Music — Begiment  Beturns. 

SCENE    THIRD. 
Ihbleau.    Music — Home,  Sweet  Home ;  to  draw  off  and  discover. 
Music — Hail  Golumlia.    Surrender  of  Lee  and  Johnson. 

SCENE   FOURTH. 
Draw  off,  discover.     U.  S.  Volunteers  at  a  charge.    Music—Yankee 
Doodle. 

SCENE   FIFTH. 

The  Arts.    States.   Goddess  of  Liberty.  Music— Star  Spangled  Banner. 

End  of  Act  VI. 
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